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DAM O N. 


HER yet the Sun has chas'd the Miſts away, 
| So early Colin, and with Looks ſo gay! 
Some lucky News has bleſt my Colin's Ear, 

Or does a plenteous Harveſt crown thy Care? 
For Colin's Skill to ev'ry Shepherd's known; 
Say, for long to make thy Joys my own. 


COLIN. 


> Damon, no Matter hard I ween to gueſs 
The Cauſe of Joy that brightens 1 in my Face, 
Since chearful Looks thro' ev'ry Village ſpread, 
And Shepherd-Boys from ev'ry oy ring Mead 
T heir Gambols rude begin. ---- 


A 2 Damon. 
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DAMON. 


— gut Colin, ſay, 
Why all this mirthful Rout, and why to day? 


COLIN. 


*Tis ſaid, the Swains, regardful of the Worth, 
Ot Strephon, keep the Day that gave him Birth : 
Strephon's the pious Paſtor of the Plains, 

And chears with good Advice the Country Swains ; 
Thou ſure haſt ſeen him, for he oft repairs 
From yonder Hamlet fair, to ſooth our Cares. 


DAM ON. 


So great a Stranger to theſe Plains am I, 
Two Harveſt-moons have yet not bleſt mine Eye, 
Since, of yon' Cottage thatch'd I took my leave, 
Theſe Lands to paſture good Menalcas gave, 
Yet not to me, unknown is Srephon's Fame, 
Approv'd his Maxims, and belov'd his Name. 


COLIN. 
The good Menalcas well I knew, and may 
His Boon with yearly Crops thy Toils repay, 
But Damon ſee! where yonder Streamlet flows 
Beneath the Coppice, mirthful Argol goes. 
Around his Head a Garland gay he wears, 
And in his Hands a boxen Hautboy bears, 
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And with him hie the Shepherds of the Vales, 
To hear his merry Tunes and witty Tales: 
Young Afrgol carols ſweet, yet ſhuns the Praiſe 
Ot liſt'ning Swains, nor glories in his Lays ; 
Strephon approves his Sonnets gay, and why 

To praiſe his Sonnets gay ſhould we deny. 

See! to his Mouth the Shepherd-Lad applies 

His mellow Hautboy; hark! the Muſick flies 
From Hill to Dale, {ſweet Echo all around 

Each Warbler gives us in repeated Sound; 

Why fit we here? let's join the blythſome Throng, 
Sure Strephon's Birth-Day well deſerves our Song. 


DAM ON. 


Unſkilful I, in ev'ry tuneful Art 

To pleaſe the Ear, decline my needleſs Part, 

But Colin, thou thy ſprightly Notes may'ſt lend; 
Sweet Piper thou, and ev'ry Piper's Friend. 


COLIN. 


O! could I ſing and pipe like Argol, Wight, 
And touch, like him, the Shepherds with Delight, 
This Flute to Srrephon's Praiſe ſhou'd ſweetly ſound, 
While my charm'd Flocks ſtood liſt'ning all around, 
No fluting Lad ſhould rival Colin's Skill 
In ev'ry vary'd Note, and warbling Thrill; 


Each 
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Each vary'd Note, and warbling Thrill ſhould prove, 


How much the Paſtor of our Plains I love. 


DAMON. 


No rival Swain haſt thou on Hill or Dale 

For Muſick ſweet, it Truth's in Shepherd's Tale; 
Thy Ditties gay, and fluted Notes can move 

The Lads to Paſtime, and the Maids to Love: 
While many a Lark, and Thruſh the Shades among 
Neglect their own, to hear thy ſweeter Song. 

Our Flocks, as yet intent upon their Food, 

My Dog ſhall guard, beneath this ſilent Wood 
We'll ft, and Colin ſhall our Joys proclaim 

From well-tun'd Reed, and Strephon be the Theme. 


COLIN. 


Tho' rude my Lays, ſince Damon bids me try 
My ruſtic Reed, with Damon I'll comply; 
But firſt, let fc Wa to my Tale attend, 


Then ſhall my Recd its faithful Neben lend. 


DAM ON. 


Attentive Ws thy Tale ſhall Damon prove, 
A mirthful Tale is ev'ry Shepherd's Love. 


if 


Colin, 


1 
COLI N. 


Avas on our yearly Feaſt, when ev'ry Swain, 

Forgets his Cares, and ſports on ev'ry Plain; 
Three Hours thrice number'd had the joyful Sun 

From out the Eaſt his longeſt Journey run, : 

When many a Shepherd-lad, and Plough-boy hale, 

And. many a dainty Laſs, on yonder Dale 

Their Paſtimes held; ſome ſhift their nimble Feet 


In circling Dance to Pipe and Tabor ſweet, 


® while ſturdy Swains, by griping Arms embrac' d, 


= Whom Crouds ſurround, in wreſtling Arts conteſt, 


And happy He, who bears away the Prize; 
ſoy in his Face, and Triumph in his Eyes! 


4 Till weary'd all, and ſeated on the Grafs, 


From Swain to Wann th' amazing Stories paſs, 


Ot midnight Fairies dancing on the Green, 


And Will-a-Wiſp by way-loſt Shepherd ſeen; 

& How blear-ey'd Malkin backward reads her Pray'r, 
And how the Witch was hunted in a Hare; 
Ho, on a Broom, o'er Steeple high ſhe's borne, 
While dairy Kate, hard lab'ring at her Churn, 
Batter expects in vain from richeſt Cream; 

= And Who, but Goody Malkin is to blame ? 
Kate too is blameful, for the Vixen Kate 
Calls her old Hag, and bids her ſhew her Teat: 


While 
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While Dich, the Shepherd's Boy, attentive ſtares, 
And ev'ry Story ſtrange awakes his Fears. 
When Strephon thus, (for S:rephon all the while 
Beheld their Paſtimes with approving Smile) 
Tun'd to melodious Strains his ready Lute 
Flocks ceas'd to feed, and, as their Shepherds mute. 


Sound ſweet my Reed, thy utmoſt Skill expreſs, 
In faithful Numbers Strephon's Strains rehearſe. 


See! all around a various Plenty Smiles, 
And the big Harveſt aſks your vary'd Toils; 
How gay with flow'ry Verdure ſmile the Meads !. 
How bend the ripen'd Corn their bearded Heads! 
Swell in the Ear with ev'ry kindly Rain, 
And the warm Sun-beams harden ev'ry Grain. 
Welcome to fainting Swains this cooling Breeze, 
From Winds ſoft-murm'ring thro* the noding Trees; 
In ev'ry Gale how rich a Fragrance breaths _ 
From flow'ry Meadows, and the thymy Heaths ! 
The ſlackling Gale a ſudden Show'r proclaims, 
And ſee! it patters on the bubling Streams. 


His Praiſes then, from whom theſe Bleſſings fpring, . 
With me let ev'ry grateful Shepherd fing. 


Awful their craggy Heads yon' Mountains bend, 
While from their clefted Sides the Springs deſcend 
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In many a winding Rill, and, as they 
Chear the parch d Plains, and cloath the Meads with 
There the tir'd Ox, unharneſs'd from the Plough, 
The woolly Sheep, and milk-affording Cow 


Promiſcuous feed; and, innocently gay 


In Efforts rude their Gratitude diſplay. 


His Praiſes then, from whom theſe Bleſlings ſpring, 
With me let ev'ry grateſul Shepherd ſing. 


How pure a Bluſh, in Village-Orchard fair, 
Sits on the Redſtreak, and the Cath'rine Pear! 
Om Boughs low-bending with the ruder Gale 
A various Fruitage ſmiles along the Vale. 

The Winds blow hollow, ſee, the drifted Rains 
Abundant pour, and ſmoak along the Plains. 
The thirſty Plains, as thankful for the Show'rs,. 
Swell into Graſs, and brighten into Flow'rs. 


His Praiſes then, from whom theſe Bleſſings ſpring, 
With me let ev'ry grateful Shepherd ſing. 


Hark | from the Groves, in fweetly-changing Notes, 


The mirthful Birds ſoft tune their ſwelling Throats: 


The Blackbird, earlieſt of the vernal Throng, 


In louder Notes chants wide his mellow Song. 
Soft is the Coo of Stock-Dove, ſweet the Lay 
of Thruſh breaſt-ſpotted, and the Linnet grey. 
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From mid-day Sun to leafy Shades retir d, 
With warbled Airs each joyful Breaſt's infpir'd:; 
Each Rival-Bird with Emulation burns, 
As Echo back their warbled Airs returns. ; 
Their Airs, firſt chatted when the Morning roſe, 
Charm Nature round, and with the-Ev'ning cloſe; 
Sweet Philomel except; her thoanful Strains 
Nightly ſhe pours Oer all the ſilent Plains. 
In peaceful Bliſs each ſpends his fleeting Day, 
And gladdens ev'ry Shepherd with his Lay. 


His Praiſes then, from whom theſe Bleſſings ſpring, 
With me let ev'ry grateful Shepherd fing. 


When the grey Morn firſt glimmers in the 'Eaſt, 
And wakes each Shepherd from kis rightly Reſt; 
When halt his Face the bfoader Sun diſplays 
Behind the bright'ning Hills with ſtreaming Rays; 
The night-fall'n Dews ſtill gliſt' ning on the Boughs, 
All Creatures waking from a ſhort Repoſe, 

How gay around the vary d Proſpects riſe 
From flow'ry Meads, and mildly-ſhining Skies! 
Sweet are the earbhy Warblings from the Woods 1 
And ſweet the morniſig Murmurs' of the Floods! 
A freſher Fragrance breaths along the Dale, 
From. Kine oft lowing to the grateful Gale. 


Now 
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Now Bees induſtrious leave their hony'd Hives, 
And the good Shepherd from his Sheepfold drives 
His bleating Flock; while Dorcas with her Pail 
To milk her Kine Gngs triping o'er the Vale, 
His utmoſt Skill young Hobbinol employs, 
To guide the Plough, and whiſtles out his Joys : 
Above him mounts the Lark on early Wings, 
Thrills her glad Notes, ſtill ſoaring as ſhe fings ; 
Now pois'd, ſhe Gutters i in her much-loy'd Skies, 
Then drops adown and. in the Furrow lies. 


Thus to her Parent-God all Nature pays 
The morning Tribute. of a. chearful Praiſe. 


His. Praiſes then, from whom theſe Bleſſings {pringy 
With me let ev'ry grateful Shepherd ſing. 


How rich a Crimfon floats in yonder Skies! 
How changing frequent into purple Dyes ! 
Edg'd with th' ethereal Blue's ſerener Light, 

It charms with ſweet Perplexity the Sight; 
"Till low in weſtward Heav'n the Sun deſcends, 
And the bright Scene in dufky Ev'ning ends. 
Yet when to 2 returning Night ſucceeds, 


And Shepherds with their F ha forſake the Meads,. 


Then in high Heav'n unnumber'd Lights appear, 
The paler: Moon, and ev'ry bright'ning Star, 
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From Hills and Dales, ſince Nature joys around, 
And Joy in ev'ry Shepherd's Face is found, 


His Praiſes then, from whon theſe Bleſlings ſpring 
W ith me let ev.ry, grateful Shepherd ling 


Thus Colin tun'd his imitdtive Lay, 
His Numbers ending at che Wen, of Bay. 
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An EPITAP H. 


ENE ATH this decent Marble ſleeps at reſt, 
Of Women ſure the lovlieſt and the beſt; 

With Graces mild, and uſeful Knowledge fraught; 
Whoſe Words diſplay'd the Image of her Thought; 
Whoſe quicksrelieving Hand, and pitying Eye, 
Sooth'd fad Diſtreſs, held forth th' unaſk d Supply. 
Wip'd from the Orphan's Cheek the ſorrowing Tear: 5 
Pure Virtues Friend, to Vice alone ſevere : | 
The blameleſs Joys Roligion owns embrac d, 
Yet ſacred held its Temple in her Breaſt; 
Clip'd Scandal's Wings where-e'er the F ury fled, 
To blaſt: the: Living, or defame the Dead. 
Nor fluſh'd with caſual Bliſs, nor damp'd with Spleen, 
On her calm Brow Contentment mil d ſerene ; + + 


. On 
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On all around her ſilent Goodneſs ſhone 

Benign and: chearing, as a Summer Sun; 

Whoſe Glory, tho' awhile thick Darkneſs bud 
It burſts e from the vanquiſh'd Cloud. 
Thus, tho' obſcur'd, each blis-beſtowing Grace, 
And veil'd the ſoft Enchantment of her Face, 
From Death's Eclipſe all radiant ſhall ſhe riſe, 
And ſhine a Seraph in her native Skies. 
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A PuRsUIT after HEALTH. 
Compoſed in STCKNESS. 


ww HY ſhuns coy Health my kntible Shed ? 
To what bleſt Region Bi thou fled ? 
Could I on Eagle's Pinions rove, 

Or boaſt the Swiftnefs of the Dove, 

From orient 'Dawn fill duſky Night 

Aloft I'd ſoat with rapid Flight, 

Chaſe thee thro' Nature's wide Domain; 


And claſp thee to my Breaſt again. 


With feeble Step, and lab' ring Wheeze, 3 
I ſeek thee in the Morning Breeze, | 
Up the high Hill, along the Vale, 


Purſue thee in the Ey'ning Gale; 5 
Trace 


Fr 


Trace thee the winding Brook along, 

And hear thee in the Shepherd's Song: 
For thee I ſeek the noon-day Bowers, 
Inhale the Fragrancy of Flow'rs; 

Thee in all Nature's Phyſick ſought, 

And fondly graſp'd thee in my Thought. 
Oft have I trod the dreary Waſte, = 
Purſu'd thee in- the freezing Blaſt ;: 
Reſorted to thy Summer Cave, 
Plung'd fearleſs: in thy wintry Wave; 
Nor found thee there. Thy min'ral Streams 
That purling, publiſhes its Fame, | 
To me denies thy Preſence fair, 
Lamented in my frequent Tear. 

Thy Preſence fair I oft implore 

Thro' Night's fad, ſolitary Hour: 

And when the lenient God of Reſt 

With downy Wings. my. Boſom preſs'd,. 
Midſt the rough Swains, as Fancy led, 

All ſportive o'er the verdur'd Mead, 

Thy Limbs robuſt, and ſanguine Hue, 
Have caught my viſionary View; 

And, joy'd to ſee thee once again, 

I wake---but wake to greater Pain. 
Unequal to the arduous Chaſe, 

Alas! thou fly'ſt: my fond Embrace. 


To 
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To yon lone Oott' if 'thou repair, 
How gladly would I meet thee there! 
With thee the doub'ling Hare I'd trace, 
All-panting thro' her winding Maze; 
And ſhould the breathleſs Prey be mine, 
How joyous with thee thould I dine! 
From rural Pipe in loftier Lays 
Each Grove ſhould echo to thy Praiſe, 
Each Hill reſponſive, and each Stream, 
If thou inſpire, ſhould be my Theme. 
Thy Preſence I implore in vain: 
Bereft of thee, ſoul-piercing Pain, 
In Union ſtrong with Sickneſs pale, 
Ceaſeleſs my waſting Frame aſſail. 
With Viſage wan, and languid Eye, 
And Stomach Joathing wiſh'd Supply; 
With tortur'd Joint, that prompts the Groan, 
Thy long, long Abſence, I bemoan. 


Oh Goddefs! come, and bring Relief: 
Aſſuage my Anguiſh, calm my Grief : 
Again thy healing Balm impart, 
Thy healing Balm would chear my Heart 
Come Goddeſs come celeſtial Maid 
Come, in thy roſeat Charms array d, 


[ 1 64 * 
Come, e' er the lifted Hand of Death, 
Arreſt my Limbs, and ſtop my Breath: 


Ah! come — My plaintive Lore ſhe flies; A 
She hears not, or rejects my Sighs. 


eee eee 


The Joys of I. M M0 R FALL TY. 


© For this Corruptible muſt pl on Incorruption, and this Mortal muſt put : 
© on Immortality.” | 


Firit Epiſtle of st. Paul to the nn Chap, a xv. Veaſe 53— 


| has from Life, from Sorten fled, 

Tho' I ſlumber with the Dead, 

Yet, when Time his Race has run, | 

Yet, when ſhines no more the Sun, 

Loud the Trump of God ſhall ſound, 

Waking me, and all around, 

Then, O then! with glad Surprize, 

All the Virtuous, all the Wile, 

Burſting from the Chains of Night, 

Swift ſhall ſoar to Realms of Light; | 

Happy in unenvy d Reſt, 

Bleſt with God, with Angels bleſt; 

Where, th' Almighty s Throne ble, 

Living Fountains ceaſeleſs flow. | 
Needleſs there the ſolar Ray, 
God's their never-ending Day. Sin, 
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Sin, and all her hapleſs Train, 

Heir of Diſobedience, Pain; 
Falſbood with her borrow'd Smile, 
Double-tongu'd, and big with Guile; 
Wanton Pleaſure, lewdly-gay, 
Shunning ſtill the Face of Day; 
Envy, foul with blaſting Tongue, 
Never dwell the Bleft among. 
Pale Diſeaſe, with tainting Breath, 
Nor all-conq'ring, conquer'd Death, 
Ne'er ſhall tread the bright Abode ; 3 
Seat of Angels, Seat of God. 


Fluſh'd her Cheeks, with Beauties gay, 
Brighter than the new-born Ray, 
Virtue walks th' ethereal Plains, 
Freed from Perſecution's Chains; 
Smiling ſeeks th' ambroſial Grove, 
Joining Friendſhip, Truth and Love: 
Friendſhip, void of ſelfiſh Thought, 
Truth, with clear Ideas fraught, 
Love, expanding wide her Breaſt, 
Ever bleſſing, ever bleſt. 


Science fair, of Race divine, 


Waits at facred Wiſdom's Shrine; 
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Upwards caſts her piercing Eye, 

Far above the ſtarry Sky; ; 
Raptur'd high, thro* Fields of Light 
Traces ev'ry Planet's Flight; 

Sees with Wonder, Praiſe and Love, 
By what Laws divine they move. 


Innocence with meekeſt Eye, 
Rob'd in Azure of the Sky, | 
Watting Fragrance from her Wings, 
Tun'd her warbling Cimbal's Strings, 
Tun'd her Voice to Seraph's Song, 
Ever mingle with the 1 


nnn. 
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$4 RAT Mortal pauſe, as curious: thus you roam 
From Grave to Grave, of Man th appointed Mt 
Solemn and filent is our Court and, lo! 

Death ſtalks behind thee with his Eben Bow ; 
Stretch'd is his ready Arm, the fatal Dart 

With mortal Aim is levell'd at thy Heart.--- | 
Eſcape thou can't not; whither would'ſt thou fly? 
Too ſure the Archer, and the Shaft too nigh. 
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SoLoMoN's PRAYER to Gop for his 
Wiſdom, Ge. 

From the gth Chapter of the Wiſdom of Solomon. 


OD of my Fathers! boundleſs Mercy's Lord! 
Who all things faſhion'd by thy pow'rtul Word, 
Gave Man dominion o'er thy Creatures fair, 

(Mild Juſtice guiding in her radiant Car,) 

O! from thy Throne let Wispow pure deſcend, 
My Soul enlighten, and my Steps attend: 

O] me reject not from thy Sons among, 

Short my Life's Date, nor is my Perſon ſtrong ; 
Too young, alas! thy Judgments pure to trace, 
For, ah | the wiſeſt of the human Race, 

Void of thy Wiſdom, ſhall in vain be wiſe, 
Nor meet the wiſh'd Regard the Virtuous prize. 
Me haſt thou choſen regal Pow'r to bear, 

And judge aright thy Sons and Daughters fair, 

A Temple on thy holy Mount to raiſe 

Haſt thou commanded, ſacred to thy Praiſe, 


When at thy Call Creation fair, aroſe, 
Wiſdom unerring did its Parts diſpoſe; — 
From thy pure Heav'ns, O] ſend the ſacred Maid, 
I need her Counſel, and requeſt her Aid: _ 
Me in her promis'd Pow'r ſecure ſhe'll keep, 
Pure are her Counſels, and her ö 
4 | 3 85 = 
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So ſhall my Actions ſweet Acceptance find _ 
With Thee th' all- perfect, all-diſcerning Mind: 
Then ſhall the World my righteous Judgments own 
And hail me worthy of my Father's Throne. 


Who can the Councils of th' Almighty ſcan, 
Or fathom his Decree? not mortal Man; 
Narrow his Thoughts, and- his Devices vain ; 
His dying Body, rack'd with pungent Pain, 
Weighs down theSoul, whoſe Pow'rs of heav'nly Birth: 
Conceive imperfectly of Things on Earth; 
With Labour trace all Nature's ſecret Laws ;: 
Compleatly known but to th' efficient Cauſe. 
To whom is then the wondrous' Knowledge giv'n: 
To trace the Statutes. of the higheſt Heav'n ? 
Or, who thy. Counſels, mighty Lord ! hath known; 
Unleſs thy Spirit ſends the Bleſſing down? 


Thus Ages paſt by Wiſdom's Lore were. taught; 
Whofe Precepts ſage their Reformation wrought. 


M  IITII I CL FI TP F PEI LE EPEDEDED, 
An humble PraytR to the DEITY; 


Thou! whoſe Eſſence none can trace, 


While All thy vary'd Goodneſs ſhare, 
With Rev'rence let my Heart addreſs 
Thy awful Throne in humble Pray'r. 


5 All- 
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All-gracious Pow'r, whoſe Love inſpires 
The thinking Impulſe in my Breaſt ; 
O] ſatisfy theſe ſtrong Defires 
That bid me ſeek eternal Reſt. 


Twas Thou that ſpread'ſt theſe ſpacious Plains, 


In Azure rab'd th' expanded Sky ; 
Thy Pow'r all Nature {till ſuſtains, 


Nature, that Pow'r withdrawn, would die. 


How bleſt art Thou! thy Pow'r how vaſt | 
Thy Works, how exquiſitely fair | 
High rais'd above the. ethereal Waſte, 


How bright yon' trav ling Worlds appear ! 


There moves. the glorious Sun, and warms 
With genial Influence ev'ry Land; 

Unweary'd his long Rounds performs, 

Obedient to thy wiſe Command. 


The Moon, each Star, the Nig=t, the Day, 
Creatures of ev'ry Kind and Name; 


The whole Creation Thee obey, 


And, joyous own Thee, GzzaT-Svprens !: 


Ol then permit me, heav'nly Pow'r, 
My Maker, Saviour, and my King, 
Thy bright Perfections to- adore, 
To love, admire, and ever fing. 


To 
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To Thee, whoſe boundleſs, rich Supplies, 


My breathing Frame in Lite ſupport, 
Let grateful Praiſe, like Incenſe, riſe 
Accepted in thy heav'nly Court. 


The Mercies to thy Creatures ſhown, 
So conſtant, num'rous, unconfin'd, 

Let me, in Love to others, own, 
To harſh Reſentment uninclin'd. 


Grant me my Paſſions to ſubdue, 
When Hatred, Envy, Rage excite, 
To ſacred Friendſhip make me true, 


Be thy Commands my ſweet Delight. 
May {till thy Grace, that guiding Ray, 
From Sin my erring Feet prevent; 


Grant me Repentance when J ſtray, 
And Pardon .oft as 1 repent. 


When Life's flow Pulſe ſhall ceaſe to beat, 
Diſſolving Nature fink in Duſt, 

O!] raiſe me to ſome humble Seat, 

To dwell forever with the Juſt, 


r 
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Occaſioned by ne gentle Rains a fer a hay 
Drought. 


HEE, mighty God! whoſe boundleſs Pow'r, 
And Goodaeh ſhine i in all thy Ways, 
We, weak Dependents, would adore, 


Confeſs thy Love, and ſing thy Praiſe. 


Thou ſtay ſt the Sluices of the Sky 3 
The ruſſet Vales with Thirſt repine ; 
See languid Nature mourning lie, 


And all her flow' Ty Pride reſign. 


Creatures, the wonted Care of God, 
For Food, in vain the Meadows tread ; 
In vain they ſeek the cooling Flood, 
Dry are-the Floods, and parch'd the Mead, 


With anxious Eye the Swain ſurveys, 
The ſick' ning Promiſe of a Crop : 
Oft mourns th' expected Show'r's Delays; 


The Shower delay'd, {till blaſt his Hope. 


But Heavn commands; j and, lo! the Raine. 
In ſoſt ning Show'rs refreſh the Ground; 


With vernal Bleſſings cloath the Plains, 
And ſpread his Bounties all around. 


Replen- 
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Repleniſh'd with his Gifts, the Fields 
Smile lovely to the wand' ring Sight; 
Each Vale the verdant Treaſure yields, 
All Nature ſmiles with freſh Delight. 


The Ox his wonted Strength regains, 
And ſeems to ſound his Thanks to Heay'n:: 


The tender Lamb no more complains, 


But, ſporting owns the Bleſſing giv'n. 


Shall Brutes, ſhall Meads his Care confeſs, 
All Nature, blooming waft his Praiſe, 


And Man his Bounty not expreſs, 
Nor ſacred Songs of Tribute raiſe ? 


On the Death of an efteem 'd Friend. 


() ER Lites tempeſtuous Sea we fail, 
A Sport to evry Wave; 


Now, bleſt with an indulgent Gale, 
We dread no latent Grave. 


We ſpread our ſwelling Sails abroad, 
Each ſilken Flag advance; 
How ſmoothly o'er the watry Road, 

Does our gilt Veſſel dance! 
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But, hark! the foaming Ocean roatsz 


See | Billows reach the Sky ; 


The Veſſel's daſh'd againſt the Shores, 
How loud the Sailors cry! 


Low in the yawning Deep they fall, 
Then mount the azure Height, 

Till Death's wide Jaws incloſe em all 
In everlaſting Fate. 


Young Sophron in the Bloom of Years, 
Feels Lite's Decay apace; 

Sees, but without repining Tears, 
How ſhort his mortal Race. 


His ſhining Courſe, tho! ſwiftly run, 
Had Virtue for its Guide; 

Father, (he ſaid) thy Will be done, 
Then clos'd his Eyes and dy'd. 

If Patience, Goodneſs, Chriſtian Zeal, 
Truth, Temp'rance, Charity, 


Weigh down in Heav'n's deciſive Scale, 
How bleſt muſt Sophron be 


D A Faac- 
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A FRAGMENT. 


EAGRE Diſeaſe, the Herald pale of Death 
Man hourly viſits, and with warning Finger 
Points to the turt-clad Grave ; the Fun'ral Knell, 
With many a ſolemn Pauſe; the Stone Memorial, 

Deep graven by the mortal Sculptor's Hand ; 

The glimm'ring Taper; earth-furrounding Shade, 
Drawn nightly as a Curtain o'er the World ; 
Eye-ſcaling Sleep, the Image ſtrong of Death; 
The Leaf autumnal, eddying in its Fall; 

Old Nature, verging on the Eve' of Time, 

Our haſt ning Diſſolution loud proclaim --- 

But Folly hears not Wiſdom's Lore divine; 

Or, hearing ſcorns it - - - - - - - - - 
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O humble Life's delightful Vale 
1 From Noiſe and Folly let me ſteal; 
The Bliſs enjoying Nature pours 
Profuſive round from all her Stores. 


The morning Gale with Sweets replete, 
The wood-land, noon- day, calm Retreat; 


The 
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The Tints that glow in Nature's Face; 
When Spring, mature in blooming Grace, 
With Health, all roſy as the Dawn, 

Trip ſocial o'er the dewy Lawn: 

The grateful Breeze that Summer brings 
Cool on {ſtill Ev' ning s duſky Wings; 
The Orchard's rip autumnal Bluſh, 

The Song from ev'ry leaty Buſh; 

The ſimple, ſoul-enchanting 30 


Of Damon piping on the Plain ; j 


Theſe are the Bleſſings Nature's God prepares 
To ſoften Life, and ſooth its anxious Cares. 


The Spring that creeps from moſs-clad Hill, 


And murmurs ſweet in many a Rill, 

Then ſoft beneath the green Ruſh ſteals, 
Smooth wandring thro' the verdur'd Dales ; 
The neighing Steed, the fleecy Flocks; 

The far- ſtretch d View from hanging Rocks, 
High on whoſe Cliffs the wild Goats feed, 
O'erlooking many a ſubject Mead; 

The lazy Lake that lulls to Reſt 

Mild Zepyrs panting on its Breaſt, 

Where golden Carp, a ſlothful Race, 


Baſk tranquil in the Sun's Embrace; 
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The Lilly fair, and tall Reed dank, 
Calm nodding o'er its pathleſs Bank; 
The cool, ſequeſter'd, pebbly Cell, 
Where thoughtful Silence loves to dwell, 
Where Carpets ſoft the bfown Moſs ſpreads,, 
And Ivy mantles o'er our Heads, 
Inviting Meditation mild, 


The Sire of Hope, and Virtue's Child ; 


Theſe are the Bleſſings Nature's God prepares. 
To ſoften Life, and ſooth its anxious Cares. 


The Flow'rs in all their changeful Dies; 
Oaks nobly tow'ring to the Skies, 
Beneath whoſe ample, mid-day Shade, 
The Shepherd with his Flock is laid : 
The mazy Stream that near him flows, 
And purling, ſooths his ſhort Repoſe ; 
Love's tender 'Plaint, mild Breezes bear 
From the ſoft Boſom of the Fair, 

Sent back by prat'ling Echo {thrill 

From ſound-returning Cave and Hill; 
The wave-like Flow of ripen'd Corn, 
Expecting hourly to be ſhorn; 

The Sun, whoſe Beams all Nature bleſt, 
Deſcending roſeat to the Welt ; 


The 
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The mild Eve' fraught with calm Delight; 

And Shades ſlow-deep' ning into Night: 


Theſe are the Pleaſures Nature's God prepares 
To ſoften Life, and ſooth its anxious Cares. 


FECCFFCFCFCCCCCCCCCC T3 
A BIRTH-DAY SONG, 


TU FRIEND AI. 


1 Goddeſs debonnaire | 
Soother ſoft of mortal Care, 


From thy bliſsful Realms deſcend, 
And our feſtive Hours befriend. 


© Thou! the Wiſh of ev'ry Breaſt, 
Deſcend and be our conſtant Gueſt. 


Goddeſs come] and with thee bring 
MizxTH on rainbow-tinted Wing, 
Smiling ſweet with eaſy Mein, 
Gayeſt of the ſocial Train. 


And, ſince to thee the Nymph is known, 
Let TEMuP'RANCE too attend thee down. 


Roſy Bacchus, laughing God, 

Leave awhile thy bright Abode, 

Bring thy Bowl, whoſe purple flow, 
Diſſipates intruding Woe. Ta 
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To celebrate the natal Hour 
Of Thirfis, comes each ſwift-wing'd Power. 


Bid the tuneful NINE prepare, 
Touch the Lute to ſofteſt Air; 
Let, to Notes that Joy inſpire 
Gently ſound the waking Lyre. 


Mos ick ſhall all her Charms employ 
To fill each Breaſt with decent Hh 


Hark ! the Strains each other trace 
Briſkly thro' the tunetul Maze; 
Blending ſoft each vary'd Part, 
Charm the Ear, and melt the Heart. 


Since WINE is Mirth and Mufick's Friend, 
Around the ſmiling Glaſſes ſend. 


Social Bliſs from Care relieves, 
Rich the Bliſs that Friendſhip gives ; 
Melancholy from her flies, 


Envy in her Preſence dies. 


While ev'ry Joy that Mortals ſhare 
Wait on her Smiles, and centre there; 
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AD VICE to COSMELIA. 


TY Church Coſinelia bring thy Glaſs, 

I'll hold it juſt before thy Face, 
With laughing Smiles diſtorted --- 

From ſporting thus each fancy'd Charm, 

Which there, no modeſt Breaſt can warm, 
I pray thee be exhorted. 


For while, thro' Negligence or Art, 
Thou fondly play'ſt this trifling Part 
To ſhew thy Wit and Beauty; 
Thoſe, who repair for nobler Ends, 
Truth, Decency, and Virtue's Friends, 
Are laugh'd out of their Duty. 


Ot Nt NO AO RON Wt AE POT ROE NEC OE EE FO IO 
An anniverſary O D E. 


A friendly Society, of which the Author is a Member, having agreed that each 
ſhould make and produce an Ode on their annual Feaſt, occaſioned the fol- 


lowing, 


EGIN my Muſe the bold unfetter'd Lay, 
Me all ye ſacred Nine inſpire, 
With antient Pindar's Fire, 
. To ſing in Lyrick Meaſure, 
The rich unbounded Treaſure 
Of Diſhes ſmoaking on our feſtive Day ; 
3 To 
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3 „ To be the Prey 
= PSB. $75, Of ev ry anxious Bard, 
That's well prepar'd 


By previous Exerciſe, or N----- Skill 
In bitter'd Gill. 


See! MVeptune, Ocean's God, 
Prepares a pondrous Cod, 
And, graceful by its Side, 
In ſcarlet Pride, 
The Lobſter large is ſeen, 


An antient Crawler of the Sea-weeds green. 


Ye River-Nymphs, who play 
On Cam's delightful Streams, 
Or gentle Thames, 
On many a Summer's Day, 
A Pike provide, 
The ſcaly Tyrant of your peaceful T ide. 


God of tke bleating Plain 
Indulgent Pan prepare, 
A Lamb, the fatteſt of thy Fold, 
A Firſtling orie Year; - 
E'er Lamb for vulgar Feaſts be ſold, 


By thy own guiltleſs Shepherds ſlain. | 
Rang'd 


1 


Rang' d fair in long- extending Rows, 
See Strawberries rich in many a China Vaſe”: * 
The humble, fragrant Natives of the Grove, 
Reſemblance faint of blooming Virgin's Face, 
When on ker Cheeks the ſportive God of Love, 
Awakes the Bluſh that emulates the Roſe. 


Young Bacchus too the Feaſt ſhall ; Join ; 3 
Thy NMiſa cool, with Vineyards crown'd, 
Thy native 1V:/a leave awhile--- 
Tis he, he comes | and with a roſy Smile 
Diffuſes Joy around; 
And bends beneath the mighty Weight of Wine. 


Apollo from Olympus Choir 
Deſcend, and touch thy golden Lyre; 
Thy Daughters of celeſtial Race, 
'The Muſes, thy Deſcent ſhall grace. 
See ! the tuneful Pow'rs appear; 
Sounds extatic ſtrike the Ear ! 
In Cadence ſweetly- charming 
The liſt' ning Soul alarming; 
Serene and flow 


The dying Numbers flow; 
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Now with the ſofter, blends the ſhriller Sound; 
Till all around, 
In wildly-meaſur'd Notes 
The mazy Muſick floats; 
In charm'd Suſpence, 
The raptur'd Senſe, 
= To the Lay 
Melts away. 


With modeft Grace, and anxious Brow, 
Each Bard his humble Claim advances ; 
Odes rang'd by Odes, a graceful Row ; 
While round the Board the ſmiling Bumper dances. 


Apollo fat Umpire, but fearing a Quarrel, 
Preſented to each a ſmall Branch of his Laurel ; 
Each thank d the God; but with a jealous Eye; 
For why, 
Each deem'd the Prize his own, 


Yet ſmooth'd the riſing Frown. 


Focus ſhrug'd with mimick Face, 
Bacchus ſmil'd with purple Grace, 
Then fill'd again the Bowl with nectar' d Juice, 


And ſooth'd the Anger of each joyous Muſe. 


-- —_— 
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On Colin's admiring Phoebe's Breaſt-Mnot. 


HOEBE's a Beauty, ev'ry Charm confeſſes, 
But ſhines a Demi-Goddeſs when ſhe dreſſes; 

Colin admires the Fair, and looks, and ſighs, 
And all the Lover wanders in his Eyes : 
Charm'd, ev'n to Rapture, with the tinſel Blaze 
Of the gay Ribbon; Subject of his Praiſe.--- 
Ever, fond Youth, the gilded String admire, 
Diviner Charms my yielding Boſom fire--- 
That fair arch'd Brow, ſeren'd by infelt Peace, 
That ſporting Bloom that brightens in her Face; 
That Eye, untutor'd wantonly to roll, 
That, filent ſpeaks the Wiſdom of the Soul: 
That Breaſt humane, with active Goodneſs fraught ; 
That Mind, unſully'd with an envious Thought ; 
That Form majeſtick, foften'd down to pleaſe, 
Which moves at once with Dignity and Eaſe : 
Theſe, and a thouſand Charms my Muſe could name, 


Pierce deep my Soul, and wake the Lover's Flame: 


No fear this Spark and I ſhould Rivals prove; 
He loves the Ribbon; I the Wearer love. 


Come, if you muſt admire, and ſtill be urging, 
Take you the Ribbon, and leave me the VIROIx. 


* Chloe : 
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Chloe's Anſwer to Strephon's piſtle. 


QT=zrnon, when firſt I read your tuneful Page, 
And found you fondly in my Praiſe engage, 
Charm'd with the pleaſing Sounds of fair, and young, 

Methought I could not but admire the Song. 
Still to indulge a ſclf-approving Pride, 

That Foible of our Sex you've oft decry d, 

You vow'd you thought me faireſt of the Fair; 
O that your partial Strains had ended here! 


For when I ſpring from human to divine, 


An Angel now, and now a Goddeſs ſhine, 
Strait into Rage my ſofter Paſſtons turn, 
And in Deſpair. your Billet-Deux I burn. 


If you, as well as love me, would poſſeſs, 
You muſt be greater, or I muſt be leſs; 
Let me from Goddeſs, down to Woman leap, 
Or, raiſe into a God, your Mon TALSHIP. 


eee ee: e ee e eee 


The VAGRANT BEE. 


NCE on a Summer's ſunſhine Day 
A BEE his native Plains forſook; 
Fled to St. ------ ; not to pray, 


Yet hum'd o'er many a Prayer-Book. 
| High 
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High in the Choir, with rapt Suſpence, | 
On quiv'ring Wing awhile he hung; 4 

Charm'd with the ſtrong, mellifluent Senſe 
That ſweetly flow'd from ------ 's Tongue. 


To that fam'd Inſtrument, whoſe Sounds, 
Seraphic, boaſt Cecilia's Art, 

The buſy Vagrant lightly bounds, 
Whoſe ſweet Airs charm'd his tuneful Heart. 


Deſcending thence, from Pew to Pew, 
The curious Inſect thoughtleſs flies; 

As many a Female Eye may do, 
For Nymphs, tis ſaid, have wand'ring Eyes. 


From Mantuas, gay in rich Brocades, 
Fluſh'd with ten thouſand Flow'rs, he ſees. 
An inſtant Spring, and blooming Meads, 
To feaſt a thouſand Brother-Bees. 


Charnrd with the ſweet, ideal Feaſt, 
Frequent from Tint to Tint he roves; 

As frequent blames his Want of Taſte, 
Amidſt his viſionary Groves. 


(Ah! 
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(Ah! filly Creature! thus to roam, 
Forgetful of thy Friends and Hive ; 


What tempted thee fo far from home ? 


Sure here's no Mart where Bees will thrive. 


No Mella here with rolling Eye, 
In purpled Brown, and Yellow bright, 
Sits on the Bloom with honey'd Thigh, 
To ſhare thy Toil, and charm thy Sight.) 


Where ſhone a Group of Virgins fair, 
At length the bold Advent'rer came; 

Each Boſom fills with thrilling Fear, 
Lights in each Cheek a ſudden Flame. 


From Mira's Breaſt to Lip he roſe, 
Ambitious of the honey'd Kiſs; 


For, that, he deemd a Damaſk Roſe ; 


A Bed of full-blown Lillies, this. 


Pleas d with the Theft, he wings his Way 
Twixt many a vengeful, brandith'd Fan: 
If there's a Moral in the Lay, 
Ye virtuous Fair beware of Man. 


. My 
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An EPIT APE, 


On an Inctentovus PAINT E R. 


EAT H ſeiz' d my Pallet, and my Pencil too, 
And me the Portrait of himſelf he drew; 
But, had the ſkilful Artiſt ſpar'd my Breath, 
I too had drawn to Life the Spectre Death. 
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An EPIGRAM. 


ED, a ſmall Poet, ſought for Fame, 
But miſs'd the Road thro' ſad Miſtake : 


For, Ved compoſing in a Dream, 


Publiſh'd e'er he was well awake. 


The End. 
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